The Tragedy 

He is frankt vp to fatting for his paincs, 

God pardon them that are thecaufe ofit. 

Ri.\ vertuous and Chriflian-likeconclufion, 

To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. 

<jlo> So doe i cuer being well aduifcd , 

For had I curft, now I had curft my felfe. 

Catf . Maddafln his Maiefty doth call for you : 

And foryour noble grace,and you my Lord. 
fHu.Caitsbj we come, Lords will you goe with vs ? 
Ri. Maddam,vve will attend your grace. Exeunt Manet 
Glo. I doe.thee wrong,andfirft began tobraule, G/». 
Thefecret mifchiefethatl fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the greuicus charge of others : 

Clarence , whom I indeed haue layd in d arknelfc: 

I doe beweepe too many fimpl'e. gulls: 

Namely, to Hafiings ,D arbj , Buckingham, 

And fay it was the Qjiecne,and herallies- 
That ftrires the King againft the Duke my brother . 

Now they beieeue me, and withall wifh me 
To be reuenged on Ritters , Vaughan, Gray, 

But then figh, and with apeeceof Scripture, 

Tell them,that God bids vs to doe good for euilh 

And thuslcloathemy naked villany 

With old odde ends, ftolen out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint, when moft 1 play the diuell. 

But iofc, here coraesmy executioners. Enter execntio- 
How now my hardy Bout refolued mates, next. 

Are yea not going to dilpatch this deed 

Exe. We are my Lord^nd come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo.lt was well thought vpon,l haue it here about me, 
When you haue clone, repaire to Crosby place, 

But firs, be fuddaine in the execution : 

W ithalljObdurate ; doe not heare him pleade. 

For Clarence is well lpokcn, and perhaps 
May moue your hearts to pity if you marke him* 
Aw.TuQi,fearenot my Lora, we will not Band to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers be, affured : 

We come to vie our hands,and not our tongues. 


of Richard the Third. 

C/fl.Youreiesdropmilftones,when fooleseies drop tearcs 
I iike you Lad s,about your bufinefle. Exeunt- 

Enter Clarence Brohenbury. ' 

Era. Why lookes your Grace fo heaviily to day ? 

(la. O I haue paB a mii’erable night. 

So full of vgly fights, of gaftlydreames : 

That as I am a Chriflian taithfull man, 

I would not lpend another fuch a night, 

Though twere to by a world of happy dayes. 

So full of difmall terronr was the time. 

Arc.What was your drearne?! long.to heare you tell it- 
C la. Me thought I was imbarkt for Biirguntiy, 

And in my company my brother Glocefier, 

Who from my Cabbin tempted me to walj e 
Vpon the hatches ,there he lookes towards England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearcfull times, 

During the warres of Ear he and' Lankafier, 

That had befallen vs : as we paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Glocefier Bumbled and in Bumbling 
Strooke me ( that thought to flay him ) ouer boord 
Into the tumbling billowes of tire maine : 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne, 
Whatdreadfullnoyfeofwaterin mine eares , 

What a fight of death within mine eyes ; 

Me thought I law a thouiand fearefull wrackes. 

Ten thouiand men that fillies grtawed vpon. 

Wedges o i Gold , great Anchors, heapss of Pearle, 
Inefiimable Bones, vnualued Jewels. 

Some lay in dead mens Sculs , and in tSiofe 'holes 
W here eyes did once inhabit , there were crept 
As ifit t w ere in fcorne o f eyes , refiejling gems 
W hicn wade the flimy bottome of the deepe. 

And moktthe dead bones thatlay fcatredby, 

Brok. Had you fuch lealure in the time ol death. 

To gaze vpon the lecrets of the deepe ? 

c u Me thought I had : for Bill the enuious flood' <• 
Kept in my loule , and would not let it foortH, 
lokeepe the empty , vaft, and \y and ring ayre. 

But 
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